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Or with an amorous complaint

Get prostitute your very saint.                            40

Not that we are not mortal, or

Fly Venus' altars, or abhor

The selfsame knack for which you pine;

But we (defend us!) are divine,

Female, but madam born, and come                    45

From a right-honourable womb:

Shall we then mingle with the base,

And bring a silver-tinsel race?

Whilst thj issue noble will not pass,

The gold allay'd (almost half brass),                    50

And th' blood in each vein doth appear

Part thick boorinn, part lady clear:

Like to the sordid insects sprung

From father Sun and mother Dung.

Yet lose we not the hold we have,                       55

But faster grasp the trembling slave;

Play at balloon with *s heart, and wind

The strings like skeins, steal into his mind

Ten thousand hells, and feigned joys

Far worse than they, whilst like whipp'd boys,     60

After this scourge he *s hush with toys.

This heard, sir, play still in her eyes,
And be a-dying lives, like flies
Caught by their angle-legs, and whom
The torch laughs piecemeal to consume.               65
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SEE 1 what an undisturbed tear

She weeps for her last sleep;
But viewing her straight wak'd a star,

She weeps that she did weep.

Grief ne'er before did tyrannize                         5

On th' honour of that brow,
And at the wheels of her brave eyes

Was captive led till now.